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Mustaine scrolled through and quickly signed off on the updated touring list. There were a few new names in 
addition to the standards he took for granted. Fred signed on, as had Willie and Tony. UUgh. Dave signed off on 
Tony, not willing to fight the current anymore. There were a bunch of names he didn't recognize. Another 
Dave. Tony. Leonard. Whatever. A signature and it went into the done pile, ready to have Justis pick up the 


document and file it away. Everyone was signed on. One more headache out of the way. 


The big blue hair was the first thing he noticed. Normally he could have cared less, but the puff was so big 
that it rivaled Sly Stone. It was the first day of rehearsal and Dave was ready to fire anyone for any 
infraction, eager to lose the chaff before the plane left for Europe. He watched everyone around him, the 


lighting guys and the monitor tech. Everything mattered. He was in charge. 


Dave almost lost his lunch when the blue haired guy got up from the sound board, his distended belly busting 
out of his lime green spandex catsuit. His asscheeks hung out of the backside when he turned to fix a 


connection on the board. 


“Willie!” he roared. The microphone didn't work, something so basic and it wasn't even coming through his in- 
ears. "Willie!" Dave bellowed again, waiting for the long suffering tech to emerge from somewhere among the 
amps. Before the poor man could even catch his breath, Dave pointed. "Who the fuck is that?" 


Willie glanced over at the desk, shifting the guitar he had strapped around his neck. "Him? Blue Hair? Fuck 
knows. FNG. Calls himself Doctor something." 


Dave waived him away. He already knew this wasn't going to work. Even if the guy was a miracle worker there 
was no way he was gonna stare at the flabby saggy ass another day. Best cut it short and get rid of the guy 
now. Fred could cover the board for a few days until they got a new guy in. Who hired this douche anyway? 


Didn't anyone check resumes? 


"Get a load of that guy." Dave hitched his thumb at the freak as he leaned into Junior's familiar shoulder and 
he scoffed. 


"Hmm? Leonard?" 


"His name is Leonard?" Dave couldn't believe the freak had such a mundane name. Leonard sounded like a car 


salesman. 
Junior nodded. "Yeah, he comes with a good background, highly recommended." 


"No shit." Dave folded his arms across his chest and stroked his chin. Maybe he would have to reconsider his 


thoughts. Dave didn't like having to check his thoughts, but for David, he might think about it: 

"Yeah man. Used to be the leader of Zazz Blammymatazz." Dave barely recognized the old band, some Van 
Halen rip off band from the 80's who had a minor hit or two. "Been hanging around the death metal scene the 
last few years, his resume is pretty solid" Dave scratched as his scalp. He couldn't deal with the spandex. 
"Been in Norway for the last ten years or so, but finally came back to the US." 


"Its not going to work, he's gotta go. Go fire him and I'll get Justis to find someone new." 


"Ah, c'mon Dave, give him a chance." Dave rolled his eyes. "He's trying to build up his resume again after his 


conviction and is really willing to work hard for a chance." 


"He's a felon?” Minor things he would overlook. Who hasn't had a DWI or two? But felons were automatically 


out, the risk and insurance was too much. 


"Well, not like he killed anyone. " Junior waived his hands in front of him. "Just drugs, but he's been through 


rehab and is clean now." 


David and his second chances. He sighed, already caving. "One chance. One fuck up and he's out. Got it?" 


"Yeah, man, he won't be a problem. He signed the contract." 


"Co-co-co, try the lead microphone again, yeah," sounded over the PA. Dave cringed. The facepaint. The voice. 


He needed some heroin. 


Leonard somehow managed not to fuck up. He did his job diligently and kept himself quiet during the off-hours, 
racking up his phone bill to someone named Toki. Whatever. The mix didn't sound any worse than usual. Dave 
managed to keep their interactions to a minimum. He was already sick of that annoying voice and the outfits. 
Dave was the star of the show and the last thing he needed was people's attention being drawn to the 
soundboard. An old Billboard hit or not, the guy had to go. Dave decided to approach him. If David didn't want to 
fire him, he would have to suck it up and fire him himself. No biggie, he'd done it before. He was good at being 
an asshole after all. What was the guy gonna do? Cry to his therapist? Make a post on Blabbermouth? Pfft. 
Best to lose him before the tour started. They already had too much time invested in him. 


"Hey, Leonard, c'mere a minute." It was almost time to break for lunch. Dirk had found them another engineer 


in Nashville who would be arriving tomorrow. It was time to dump the Glam 80's freak. 
His hair was green today and his catsuit pink The headphones kept large hunks of hair as they hung off the 
back of the chair. Vomit rose in Dave's throat at the formerly fit lead singer made his way towards the small 


stage. He wasn't supposed to see those anatomical parts outside of a porno. 


"Ca-ca-ca yeah, what chew want from Dr. Rockso?" He posed more than he stood, grotesquely enlarged 


waistline swaying disturbingly. 


‘lm, I'm sorry. Did you just call yourself Dr. Rockso?" Dave was still speaking through his microphone, letting 


everyone hear. 
"Yeah, baby. lm Dr. Rockso! The Rock and Roll clown! | do cocaine!" 

Dave put his hand over the microphone and turned to Junior. "| thought you said his name was Leonard" 
David nodded quickly. "Leonard Rockstein’ 


Dave squinted, trying to remember why the name rang a bell. His own past was fuzzy but he thinks he 


remembered reading something in Rolling Stone a long time ago. 


"Dr. Rockso?" Memory trickled back slowly through Dave's damaged brain. "You been to Texas before?" He 
remembered the article now. It was a cover story and had been on the floor of the apartment by the toilet 


for months until someone finally vomited on it. "The guy that fucked Dory McLean?" 


Rockso froze and Dave could see his eye glaze over. "D-D-Dory?" he whispered. He waivered on his booted 


heels, jaw quivering as tears started to stream from his eyes. 


There had been a long jail term that obviously he hadn't disclosed or Junior chose to glance over. It was 
enough to get rid of him. Statutory rape. Dave had a daughter, what was this asshole thinking? "Get him out 
of here." Dave pointed back at the exit door and waited for security to haul the clown away. 


Two goons moved to grab Rockso and escort him off the property. As he was lead away, Rockso pled his case. 
"Dr. Rockso's a-changed. Dr. Rockso don't want that underage sugar no more." He hung his head, feet dragging 


as security carried him. "No more. Just give an old clown one more try.” 


"Dave.." Junior was at his side again, advocating for the disadvantaged. Sure, make big old mean Dave look like 


the asshole again 


"No, non-negotiable. I'm not working with a fucking rock and roll clown" David pouted. "And don't give me those 


puppy dog eyes." David batted his eyelashes. "Absolutely not" 


